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as I rubbed the girl's hands. The woman hurried
away. A little sound, like that of a hunted
animal, came from Ingrid's lips.
Soon the mother came and I perceived the
despair in her glance as she kissed Ingrid's knowl-
edgeless eyes. When I saw that the girl was
recovering from her coma I left them together. As
I crossed the hall I was aware of Sigrid standing
motionless at the top of the stairs. I had to pass
her to reach my room.
"Ingrid is ill," I mentioned self-consciously.
She looked at me steadily.
uNow you know why she should never leave
Miss Thodorson, even in daylight," she said, her
usually soft voice being vehement and hard with
insinuation.
"You're a Viking all right," I shouted, returning
her hatred. I brushed past her to my room and
began to pack my clothes.
Three hours later I caught the 'plane from
Malmo. In Copenhagen next day I found a pot
of white cyclamen in a florist's. I sent it to
Ingrid with love.